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towers of Notre Dame in the distance.
Marie had chosen the island for its loneliness
and its quiet, but she seemed not to mind that, in
fact, her house was full of noises. Eve's scales re-
sounded on the piano hour by hour, a cat woke
the echoes galloping down the corridors, the door
bell clanged and the telephone rang through the
emptiness, while the raucous syrens of the tugs
came in from the river.
By eight o'clock every morning Marie's ener-
getic, rapid footsteps, warned Irene and Eve that
the busy day had begun. Any day for the next
sixteen years was something like this: At eight-
forty-five three blasts of a motor horn told Marie
that her little car was at the door. She hastily
snatched her hat and coat and ran downstairs,
because she would never think of keeping her
chauffeur waiting more than three minutes. She
began by having the handy man at the Institute
to drive her, and when she took to a regular
chauffeur, the poor man wept for grief that some-
one else should drive Marie. She drove across the
Tournelle bridge and across the busy quays to
the Latin quarter, where from the beginning of
history, gay and rowdy students have lived in
proverbial happiness and poverty and where,
now-a-days, all the great learned institutes and
buildings stand.
In the Rue Pierre Curie, Marie found herself at
the entrance to the Institute of Radium. There
was a crowd in the hall. Every morning there
was a crowd in the hall and Marie called it the